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last week of the month / J.J. Campbell 


it's the last week 
of the month 


the police will be 
out looking to fill 
that quota they 
swear doesn't 
exist 


the whores will be 
walking the streets 
when it isn't snowing 


the shelters will 
be full of the nearly 
dead 


some days, all we 
are is the red x on 
a calendar 


hoping to complete 
the circle 


I Threw Away The Envelope / Kevin M. Hibshman 


I finally did it. 

I threw away a large, over-stuffed envelope that contained your life. 

It wasn't something I sought often, buried in a desk drawer, nearly forgotten. 
I went through the papers, the poems, the concert ads. 

I re-read your sad correspondence one last time. 


We met in the beginning of my publishing days. 

You were wonderfully supportive and we shared a love for the outlaws. 

The homos, the punks, the marginalized. 

These were the early days of HIV and you were suffering with it. 

The virus was a death sentence and you were speaking out loudly against the ignorance and 
indifference that surrounded its victims, knowing your time was brief. 


You wrote furiously in between hospital stays. 

I tried to offer encouragement and concern as I admired your trail blazing attitude. 

We co-authored a few chapbooks that I will never throw away. 

You were hopelessly in love with a straight man and cried to me through your letters. 

I never knew the specifics of that relationship just that it caused you an enormous amount of grief. 


I told you to always keep me informed of your condition but you stopped writing to me. 
I am sure you succumbed sometime in the late 90's though I'll never know when. 

I realize now you'd been saying goodbye from our first hello. 

We did the only thing we could do. 

We wrote about it all for the few eyes that could see. 

I carried the weight of your sorrow and sealed it in an envelope. 

I wrote about you but it was hard to capture a fitting tribute. 


Many I corresponded with from those earlier days have now gone. 

I watched an entire network disintegrate seemingly overnight. 

My closest comrades in arms lost to any number of causes. 

I could never forget you or any of those few, once filled with so much bravery and for lack of a better 
word, hope. 

I threw away the envelope but I will hold on to your formidable yet fragile essence forever. 

The pages we shared will continue to tell the story. 


casual witness / Tohm Bakelas 


picture this: it is early morning, 
south of somewhere familiar, 
south of somewhere 

you call home. 


there are power lines 
running down dirt roads 
where dust never seems 
to settle unless it rains. 


there are grey birds 
flying skyward, 
towards destinations 
you will never reach. 


and you are there, 
driving alone in a car, 
a casual witness to this 
which you’ ll never 
understand... 


but you are not there. 
you are here with me, 
with these words on 
this page. and we have 
only each other, and 
the oncoming autumn. 


Skills / Greg Clary 


Chain saw starts but won’t run. 
I head for help at Jum’s garage, 
filled with bars, sprockets, orphan chains, 


pungent odor of gas, grease, and oil. 


“Your carb seals need replaced”, Jum says. 


“PI call you when it's ready.” 


Crossbow cocked but won't fire. 
A visit to the Archery Shack, 
crammed with bows, broad-heads, stabilizers, 


acrid smell of fox urine and “doe in heat”. 


A kid, still in high school, explains, 
“This only happens when it’s cocked 


to the dry fire position.” 


Loose braces on my 
grandfather’s bent-hickory rocker. 
Off to an old friend’s cabinet shop 
filled with lathes, planers, clamps, 


aroma of freshly milled cedar. 


“The dowels have worked loose from the joints. 


An easy fix.” 


I thought, easy fix? Then 
replied with a laugh, 


“So, where was I when you learned all this?” 


He pauses, lowers his square, and says, 
“You were out shooting pool at The Joker. 


I was scraping my knuckles at Brady’s Hardware. 


Things worked out for both of us.” 


MAKING ANOTHER ATTEMPT / Tim Suermondt 


The day is full of elation— 
what’s it up to? 


Billions of people on earth, 
it can’t be singling me out, 
can it? I decide to fold up grief 


like I do my shirts, put it 
in the drawer, on top of the assorted 
pairs of socks. I carefully open 


the door of my apartment and step 
outside. The appearance of rain 
won’t deter me if the day delivers. 


If It Ain't One Thing, It's Two / Jake St. John 
for John D. Robinson 


If it ain't one thing 
it's two 

and it 

usually is 


and some people 
hate that saying 
but to me 

it's a best case 
scenario 


because 

in reality 
generally 

it's three 

or four 
sometimes 
maybe even six 


or more. 


Lunar Debridement / Tanya Rakh 


Light Studies / Lauren Scharhag 


In art history class, we learned 

that Monet would return 

to the same spot 

over and over again, 

working 14 hours a day 

no matter the weather, 

hoisting his parasol against the wind, 
ignoring the icicles whitening his beard, 
chasing illumination across wheatfields. 
He painted the same pond hundreds of times. 
He spent six months in Rouen, 

painting nothing but the same cathedral wall, 
ten canvases at a time. 

A man plagued by radiance, 

forever on the edge of conflagration. 

In his nightmares, 

he is crushed by those pale cathedral stones 
and their unattainable hues. 

As a teenager living 140 years 

after he first picked up a brush, 

all I could think was 

how dull life must have been in those days, 
no television, no radio. 

Now, I want nothing more 

than a haystack, the waterlilies, sunrises, 
an embrace of light; 

to be not the capturer, 

but the captured, 

a stone cracked open, 

my light brought forth. 


Mindless / Keith Pearson 
FASTER FASTER! Up the broken road where it curves though the painted rocks with the stink of 


burning oil and the spastic jerk of the wheel in his hands he sees a lone bird keeping pace beside them 
soaring out in the great nothing... 
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Time Softens / John Drudge 


The softening of souls 

On hot summer nights 

The strands of things 

We find in the ether 

To hold as it flows 

Against the steady dropping 
Of pebbles on a pond 
Ripples kissing distance 

In the twilight of sorrow 
One more ticking clock 

As the stepping stones 
Count us down 

Like waves crashing 

On the shore 

With ancient rhythms 
Rising through trees 

Over the sound and tempo 
Of our reticence 

Into the fabric of tomorrow 
Through the eternal sunsets 
Of our fading 
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Ritualistic sin /Mike Zone 


(Lady on a Wire #19) 

in a realm where erotic toys are exchanged for rings bound love eternal 
based on annihilation 

I won’t be there 

Amongst great expectations 

lofty ideas 

the turtle knows the truth 

from out the indoor kiddie pool 

crawling towards a blue throne meant for a titan 
wisdom takes a backseat to mad dogs 

chanting 

man bites dog 

man bites dog 

man bites dog 

the observant feline sighs 

making rounds of sacred bondage 

shifts of companionship 

dutiful affection 

internally drawing more borders of neutrality 
nameless totems invoke icons of the muse can only meander and lament 
we'll conduct ourselves like dark-star celebrities 
buying one-thousand-dollar bottles of wine 
pouring the contents into water balloons 
throwing them at virtue signaling dry-drunks leaving church basement meeting places 
showing them 

what they can’t have 

what they can’t afford 

exposing still 

the junkie 

hungry for more 

perhaps we’ve gone weary 

you and I 

of strangers 

strangers in the past 

strangers in the now 

strangers in manifest destiny 

subconsciously realized 

some familiar 

mostly unknown 


12 


those familiar 

another corpse 

cut-up 

in a frying pan 

eclipse the nocturnal 

nothing as it seems 

in this 

blackout embrace 

where lunar cycles have gone to die 
full dark 

no stars 

panic fills the sky 

at ground zero 

this stillborn planet in an age of economic violence and ultra-violence heaves a rebirth 
shaking off a bad virus 

we ve cut out the contagion 
illuminated veins 

celestial visions 

let’s sit back 

watch the fuckers struggle 

wrapped in barbed wire 

decorated by silken illusionary remainders 
barking madly 

to no avail 

the light fantastic 

where even all that was living was dead and the dead tried to bury the living 
ultimately reduced to ash 

let’s mark ourselves 

with what they once were 

ritualistic sin 

our salvation 

found in despair 

annihilation 

a reckoning 

of the grounds 
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One mans hell is another mans heaven / Dennis Moriarty 


Addiction takes many forms, my addiction is sound, 
lyrics, music. So, come my friends 
and let me acquaint you with the rhythm of my addiction. 


The slapped ass of a big fiddle bass, the scattered pills 

of a snare drum, a train 

shuffling down the track of a 1950's Fender Esquire, 

guitar riffs hung out like washing 

on lines of neatly cut cocaine. The boots on gravel 

crunch of the voice, 

the amphetamine twitch, the barbiturate stare, the slurred 
drunken words of sin and redemption. 

Ghost riders in the sky, I shot man in Reno just to 

watch him die. 

Lyrics of the prison yard, the rot and burn in hell 

of captive men, 

staring briefly into the abyss of freedom. And when the man 
finally comes around 

and if I haven't hurt myself that day, I will come before him 
dancing to the rhythm of my addiction, 

laughing at his outrage as he sends me hurtling down, 
down, into that burning ring of fire, 

that is one mans hell but another mans heaven. 


14 


World’s Oldest Profession / Skaja Evens 


Why not make a buck on what men want for free 
Transactions chase the cheap bastards away 
And I have already disappointed my parents 


A friend told me, “You’re a professional when you take money. 
Though people like that amateur look. 
Make sure you have excellent lighting.” 


I told Banjo my plans 
He thought Pd troll Nebraska Ave 
And disrespected me more 


“Stop talking to strangers,” he said, “and they’ll stop asking for nudes.” 
As though that would stop them 
From calling me a whore anyway 


Instead of factually untrue things 


Like those boys calling me MILF 
At least the transaction makes us honest 
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I play with dead people / Scott Simmons 


I remember my mothers funeral as a kid. 
Everyone shuffled around like zombies. 


As the air of emptiness filled the room. 
She was only 28 when she died and her body got messed up so bad I wasn’t allowed to see her. 


However I did see a random dead guy in a coffin, so as a six year old I did the only logical thing. 


I pretended he was a vampire until the adults walked me back into the main hall, mortified at my very 
inappropriate behavior. 


Pro tip: You probably shouldn’t leave a bored kid alone at a funeral home. 
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viral manifesto / Scott Ferry 


i have learned that i must invade 
a being by stealth and ill intent 


to propagate and jettison out 
again to another host 


it is not prudent to kill the incubator 
before i can infiltrate an innocent harem 


there is no guilt in surviving in taking the essence 
from a root in buckling a spine supine 


it is divine to deceive and clog and strangle and milk 
a new forest of veins an electrical sheet of nerves 


a hive of plump nuclei waiting to be popped 
and all throughout the wind and the floods 


the burning and the quakes 
the new world weakens the eyes cloud 


the sun spits indigo and sleet 
and there is something courageous when the god 


casts us out of the garden into the cold light 
when we are again only protein and memory 


a coil of codes a rhetoric 
of curses 
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You wanted / Tanya Rakh 
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UTOPIA by Susan Isla Tepper 


“Look.” 


Across my desk the guy is struggling, he’s too large for the client chair, sweat beading on his top lip as 
he tries to wedge in between the chair arms. Engrossed, he doesn’t even acknowledge that I’m speaking 
to him. 


“Look, uh, why don’t you sit on the couch, both of us, we can sit there and discuss the role, how’s that?” 
I say. 


With a final grunt he fits himself in. It can’t be very comfortable. “This is OK, Mr. Frankel.” 
I scratch my chin. “As long as you’re sure. And, call me Solly.” 


The agency had been instructed to send over Oliver Hardy types. Girl on the phone so green, she didn’t 
have a clue what that meant. 


“Like from the old Laurel and Hardy films,” I went on to explain. 
In her little girl valley-girl voice she said, “TIl research that for you Mr. Frankel.” 


Christ almighty. I’ve been tight with this agency thirty years. “Where's Sam?” I asked the girl. Another 
blank, then something about being on vacation. “Where’s Lily? His secretary.” 


Pregnancy leave. This game has changed dramatically over the past decade. 


The first round she sent were all wrong: thin Stan Laurel types rather than the five-chin Hardy I’m 
looking for. I phoned her back, keeping my cool. “Avril,” I told her, “time is money.” 


I could’ve ranted and raved but something stopped me. I don’t know. I must be getting soft in my 
advancing old age. In a low voice I suggested she stream a Laurel and Hardy episode. “Utopia,” I said. 
“Now there’s a good one.” 


She phoned back in under five minutes; at least having the decency to apologize. 


After that, all the portly guys flowed in. So far nobody fit (the role not the chair). I’m staring at this guy 
across from me. He’s got a quality. He doesn’t give a crap about his five chins. A lot of the others 
looked self-conscious, like maybe they showed up for a Kevin Costner role by mistake. Jesus. This 
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business can be cruel. In the end it’s just business like any other. Bottom line. Who gets the part, who 
sleeps with who along the way. Ice cold. But so are textiles. Ask any garmento working in this city, 
they'll have a few sordid tales. 


This guy has a pretty good resume. A few Broadway shows, a lot Off Broadway, regional, some fringe. 
There’s a quality — innocence, maybe? I don’t know. I can’t quite put my finger on it. 


“Can I get you a coffee, water, juice?” 


“Nice view,” he says, the big round liquid eyes darting. “Chrysler Building. Whew! Rent’s gotta be steep 
over there. What kind of juice?” 


“Apple. Orange. We might have cranberry.” 

“No apple. God forbid. Orange with a little ice. If you have it.” 

I buzz Melinda. “Please bring in two orange juices with ice.” 

“Boss, you want them in glasses?” comes back at me. 

“If you can figure out how to get ice into the containers that would be fine.” 

A pause, then I hear, “Righto.” 

Intrigued, I’m still taking him in. “I see you’ve been touring a lot. Fiddler on the Roof. How'd that go?” 
“Not bad. Push to shove I’d rather work in the city.” He lets out a short huff. 

“Yeah, well, the city, everyone wants to work in the city.” 

He nods, multiple chins jiggling. 


Scanning the rest of his resume, I look up. “You’ve got some serious work under your belt.” The 
moment it comes out I feel a little stupid. The guy must wear a size 50+ belt. I say, “Shakespeare, 
hmm... very nice.” Trying to redeem myself. He doesn’t look fazed. 


“Yup. The Bard. King Lear. Taming. Hamlet. I’m classically trained. RADA. People see a big man like 
me and automatically type me comedy. I’m actually quite well rounded.” 


Is he making a joke? To counteract my comment about his belt? He doesn’t seem to be. He doesn’t seem 
the jokey type on the surface. “As I’m sure the agency told you this play is a comedy. You knew that 
before you came here right?” What’s going on? Did he walk in expecting to read for Othello? 
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“Yeah, sure, I know it’s comedy. I like comedy, don’t get me wrong.” 
“OK, well, good then.” 


The door pushes open and he tries to stand but it’s hopeless. Melinda’s in before he can squeeze out of 
the chair. Holding a tray with the orange juices in cut crystal glasses she extends it toward him. He 
smiles and takes a cocktail napkin, almost daintily, then one of the stem glasses, giving her a wink. She 
grins making a little dip. 


“And here’s your juice, Solly.” Her manner less friendly. It’s that raise she’s been pushing for. 
I wait until she’s out the door before speaking again. “Anyway...” 


“Refreshing,” he says. Gulping it down. “It’s a hot summer.” 
“Ym glad you're enjoying the juice.” 


“T grew up on a sort of farm, we had a small orchard of apple trees, a few cows. You have no idea how 
mean cows can be. People think they're cuddly and friendly but when the apples hit the ground they 
make a dash for them. I had to go up a tree more than one time to save my life.” 


“Really?” I picture him scampering up a tree with that bulk. Of course he was younger, a kid, and 
probably considerably lighter. 


“T bet you thought cows are friendly, right?” 
“To be honest, I never really...” 


He nods, staring into his glass, shaking it, making the ice clink. “We had Cortland apples on the farm. It 
was nice.” 


Strangeola. But then he’s an actor, it goes with the breed. I’m wondering if cows differ according to 
breed. Show me a Mister Normal for an actor and you can pretty much forget about it. “So...” 


“What's this play all about?” he says. 
“Didn't the agent brief you, give you the script?” 


“No 29 
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What the fuck. I knew that Avril was useless. Wait until Sam gets back from whatever island he’s 
screwing his latest bimbette. I stand to stare out the window. The view is good — downtown spiked with 
sunshine. This business gets worse every year. Send an actor over cold? Christ. Melinda’s a pain in the 
ass in her own surly way but I never have to sweat this sort of thing. Who wants to hear an actor read 
cold? Nobody I know. 


I turn around then sit back down. “OK, well you’re here so let’s do it. The part is a trucker called Ned 
who’s been away from home so long he can’t remember the route back. His wife is Molly. It all takes 
place in Texas. More or less.” 


I don’t bother explaining that Ned is in Texas while Molly is in Oklahoma. What’s the point? Either he’s 
right for the part or he isn’t; Oklahoma notwithstanding. I thumb to the section where Ned has a short 
monologue standing next to his rig. 


“Here.” I push the script across the desk. “Take ten or so to look it over. No rush. PI be outside. Open 
the door whenever you feel ready.” 


“That’s OK.” He barely acknowledges the script like I offered a tissue. 

“You don’t want to prep?” 

“Nah. I did Improv. Second City. Here P11 show you. Throw a word at me. Any word.” 
When I just sit there he says louder, “C’mon! Any word.” 

“Carrot.” I shrug. 


The guy manages to get out of the chair, kneeling on the carpet. “Where did I put them,” he’s saying. 
“Molly have you seen them? It’s a fresh bunch.” He’s crawling around on all fours, looking under my 
desk, under the odd chairs. He crawls toward the couch sniffing loudly. 


“TIl betcha Harvey ate them. That jerk thinks he’s a rabbit.” 


Just watching this guy crawling all over my office intent on finding fucking fake carrots sets me off. I 
don’t know what it is. I can’t stop laughing. 


A tap on the door and Melinda pops her head in. She’s holding the ice bucket, sees him down on the 
floor and a look crosses her face. “I thought... you might want...” 


The guy sits back on his butt. “I’m looking for the carrots, Molly.” 


She widens her eyes tossing me a wow glance. 


22 


Crawling toward Melinda he begins nibbling at her ankle. “You just tore my pantyhose!” She’s giggling 
in spite of herself. 


The guy looks up at me. “I’m hired?” 
My hard-wiring kicks in. “You're not right for the part. I’m sorry.” 


He leans on the coffee table struggling to get on his feet. “Wha... whaddaya mean not right?” He gives 
Melinda a piercing look, saying, “She didn’t send over the script. It wasn’t the agency, it was her.” 


Her chin juts out. “Did you check your spam?” 
“T like it best mixed with raw egg.” The guy grins showing a wide space between his front teeth. 
“Raw egg? You can get salmonella poisoning.” 


Not a bad comeback. Melinda have some hidden talent? I push that aside. I’m waiting for his next line. 
The guy is patting down his sports jacket. He reaches inside like to scratch. Tearing open his shirt. 
Buttons popping, flying everywhere. I hear Melinda gasp. This big beefy guy, hairless tattooed chest. A 
guy his size you expect bushels of it. 


“Are you trying to make a point?” I say. Standing straighter. Suddenly uncomfortable in my own space. 
My own office. 


“Solly, baby, there’s still time. To adjust your thinking.” His voice gone soft; the round eyes on me like a 
sad buffoon. 


“Ym sorry,” I say again. 
“Boss,” says Melinda. 
“Shut up.” 


We’re both staring at the guy’s blue tattoo running nipple to nipple: 
Love Can Set You Free. 


END 
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Antidepressants / Skaja Evens 


The first time I was on pills 

Pd spent a weekend in the psych ward 

Soon, I was taking a small pink pill every morning 
A few months later 

After I left school -again - and my grandma died 

I quit them 

Cold turkey 


Not recommended, by the way 


The next time I was on pills 

I was having trouble adjusting 
To changes in my job 

Getting married 

Feeling trapped 


Those pills were the same, but different 
And I stopped taking them properly 
After I left that job 

After that marriage ended 


But I still felt trapped 


The last time I was on pills 

It was, then, the hardest year I’d ever lived 

And I finally had a real diagnosis 

But I realized that taking pills left me feeling numb 
Drifting through my life 


They didn’t work 
For the diagnosis I'd received 


I decided I wanted to feel everything 
Learn to cope 
Figure out me 


And, other than a hiccup 

From a man wanting to control his own chaos 
Through controlling me 

I stopped and left the pills behind 
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Monday Morning Apprehension / Kevin M. Hibshman 


It's now 12:22 PM and I am anxious. 

William has not returned from his morning appointment and the wind has suddenly picked up. 

I can hear it rustling and knocking garbage cans over outside. 

I was reading about the Hurricanes plaguing the South. 

Canada had some islands nearly washed away. 

The neighbor's chimes are going mad and this adds to my apprehension. 

People won't be living near the oceans soon and those chimes may not last through the afternoon. 


I'm through pacing up to the third floor to smoke. 

It has ceased to offer any sense of distraction. 

My laundry is done. 

Where is William? 

The buses can be strange. 

I need to calm down. 

The cats are as usual, oblivious to my mounting distress. 

What mood will he return in? 

I pray there are no further ominous predictions from his doctor. 
It is Fall and change is that chill in the air. 
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INTELLECTUAL / Tim Suermondt 
I sit on a bench in the big park 

and try to think of nothing, 
which is difficult since we’re 

constantly thinking of something, 
trivial or important, joyous 

or despairing. And as I concentrate 
the planet starts to spin, flying 

away, leaving me on the bench, 
surrounded by the gaudy blackness 

of space, how many strange stars 
and how many billions of pulsating 

lights? I stand up and start walking, 


this time thinking for all I’m worth. 
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Heaven Spelled Backwards / Lauren Scharhag 
for Uvalde 


Abuela’s weeping tears of blood. Nieto is a chimera. His serpentine nature spits its lead-laced venom. 
The chimera’s nature is to destroy, only to destroy. Even the goat head breathes fire while the little ones 
spit up guajillo honey and paint the lintels of their bones red, a Passover worse than Passover. Nieto is 
bound for oblivion and all points dark. There’s no honey where he’s going, no wildflowers. Every man 
who kills is also killing himself. A nightmare turned inside out, trying to process rage beyond rage. The 
Red Book says that Hell is seeing your desires placed permanently out of reach. Hell is thinking and 
feeling and doing everything you don’t want to think or feel or do. Hell is realizing that having to and 
wanting to are different refrains of the same song. We pay for this have, want, and take. Look at what 
you ve bought. 


I pray to the blue kingfisher and the white-tailed deer to lead you to the Valley of Hinnom’s eternal 
dumpster fire, to annihilation, site of shame and wickedness and child sacrifice. The ancient Egyptians 
would have refused to embalm you. They would have killed you twice, beheading you after death to 
deny you your shot at eternity. The Anglo Saxons would have buried you at a crossroads. In the Middle 
Ages, they would have buried you facedown so you could watch Hell come geysering up to get you. 


Summer is coming to the hill country, to these caves and soft rocks, land of karst hollows and sinkholes, 
where the groundwater refuses to remain in darkness. Karst water is especially vulnerable to pollutants, 
no filters to protect it from the toxic runoff. It takes so little to sully, so much to make clean. Decades of 
work for the good of us all wiped out in 77 minutes. It can never be made clean. Millions of years ago, 
when this land was sea, dead creatures settled to the bottom. They mingled and hardened, the calcium of 
bones and shell turning to stone. In the karst caverns, we are surrounded by the porous bodies of 
long-dead things. Everything hard is also soft. 


The blue kingfisher has no song. In burrows along the riverbank, nestlings churr-churr for partially 
digested fish until they can eat solid fish. Children crying for salvation could be heard from the deepest 
pit of Hell to the highest branch of Heaven. If Carl Jung is right, and every person in your dream is you, 
you are killing yourself every night, a serial felo de se. 1 don’t know if that means you are incapable of 
embracing your shadow self or if your shadow self has swallowed you whole. Meeting the Divine is also 
meeting the self. If you meet the Divine on the road and slay him, then again, we’re back to self-harm, to 
anti-individuation. You killed yourself nineteen times. The honey-breasted kingfishers beat their catch 
against a tree then swallow them headfirst, swallow them whole. Throughout the day, they puke little 
gray pellets of fish bones and other indigestibles. You are lower than kingfisher puke pellets. The fish 
bones will sink into the earth and become limestone someday, which is more than I can say for you. 


Nieto kicked in the doors of Hell. People like him think that Hell can’t possibly hurt more than this 
world. Maybe they’re not wrong. At the Leona River, the fledglings are poised to make their first dive. 
This is the essence of kingfisher magic, this ability to traverse the many elements, but that doesn’t mean 
the water will spare them. If their wings get oversaturated, they may drown. They don’t sink to the 
bottom. They, with their porous bones, float up, sapphire feathers spelling heaven backwards on the 
water’s surface. Somewhere, a god is forging special flames for them. Somewhere, a phoenix is 
preparing its lesson plan. It will be hunting season again before you know it, the time of stalkers and 
deer blinds, of scopes and rifles, of piss and musk, of licenses and bag limits. 
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In valleys of wildflowers, bees hum in the bluebonnets, in the red poppies and wine cups. The white scut 
vanishes. Between now and hunting season is Day of the Dead. We’ll build nineteen altars and bring 
puffy tacos and steaming bowls of pozole, red as entrails. Somewhere, an abuela will build no altar. 
Somewhere, the chimera is devouring itself, lion feasting on goat, serpent unhinging its jaw to swallow 
all. A creature made to destroy will ultimately self-destruct. A creature made to transcend its 
environment brings unity, bonds heaven to earth, however briefly. 
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Time to Sing / Greg Clary 


My old friend Harlan 
has been in the hospital 
for 5 months 
where he now floats 
in a morphine dream. 


Today, I visited Harlan 
when, out of the blue, 
he began singing, 
Dust on the Bible. 


I never knew Harlan 
to attend church 
or even hum a melody but 
now, as the blinds close, 
this old Hank Williams song 
untroubles his suffering. 


Mysterious thing— dying. 
I wonder what curveballs 
PU be slinging 
when my turn comes 
to change worlds? 
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Bait / Keith Pearson 


She surrenders to the lure of a dark alley to the pale arc of light just beyond. There is the smell of meat 
being cooked over a fire. She thinks what is the worst that can happen. I am hungry and people need to 
eat... 
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Beyond / John Drudge 


I was born 

Under a waxing 
Gibbous moon 

As darkness fell 

On a southern horizon 
And water rose 

Above the levy 

And everything tumbled 
Down the mountain 
Breaking sticks and bones 
On the backs 

Of broken beasts 
Desperate 

For new horizons 

With eyes firmly fixed 
Above the mundane 
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i have one of those embarrassing dreams / Scott Ferry 


i am lecturing and everyone walks out 
shaking their heads and blowing technicolor bubbles 


with their 80s hair and armfuls of dead irises 
i look down and my pants are wet 


with blood and the leeches begin slinking 
their way up my ankles 


isee my father still sitting there 
in his prime a full swoop of hair 


no glasses yet and a command of his lithe limbs 
he looks up at me grinning as if to say i’m still here 


as the wallpaper burns like blacklung 
he is taking notes eating a green apple 


i look down at my skeleton hands and my lectern 
is a sink of pink froth and squirting soap 


i glance back at him and he is gone 
his desk a hole— a held breath 


as the dark floods 
in 
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Accessibility / Mike Zone 


I’ve bedded down with a few women 

here and there 

most semi high class 

good jobs, an elitist education, well-traveled, secure 
librarians, accountants, artists, professors, biologists 
ladies in the streets 

sluts in the sheets 

a shrew when the music stops 

on the other side 

we ve got: death-metal groupies, mid-grade models, strippers and those with ordinary jobs who fucked 
for money 

second verse 

same as the first 

you complained about the guys who didn’t keep you 
I never asked but after encountering enough of you 
I began to wonder why 

when you gave it all away 

sometimes siring spawn on top all of that 

sealing the deal with a ring 

then torpedoing it all 

expecting me to save the day 

only to realize 

there’s no shiny armor here 

nor a cape and a pair of tights there 

I’m not saving shit 

so you'll nail me and my cock to a cross 

and just like in Plutarch, I'll be a sorry ass footnote in your historical flesh filled doctrines 
still 

the biggest 

villain of them all 

for giving you something you may have never had 
perhaps 

but once 

gone in a flash 

“cause someone had to pay 
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like a john coltrane song / J.J. Campbell 


she smelled like a 
john coltrane song 


a long cigarette 


and cooler than i 
could fucking 
imagine 


she ran her leg up 
mine and i started 
to laugh 


last time 1 was in 
this bar something 
this pretty had a dick 


i started to run my leg 
up hers but stopped 


no point in spoiling 
the adventure 
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We Were Almost Living / Kevin M. Hibshman 


After all of this cacophony, 
I haven't figured that much out. 


I ponder for a while then smoke again. 
Each inhale breaks a time line. 


There are emotions that do register. 
Memories I can almost trust as events that surely happened. 


Your essence keeps floating up. 
It reaches the surface and 
I am stayed a few moments longer, lost in a netherworld belonging to the past. 


Our shared history will always be open to interpretation. 
I no longer care to argue. 

Don't give a flying fuck who's right. 

It's a bit late for that. 

Blame is obsolete in this new era of confusion. 


I go sit in the backyard sun. 

Marvel at the pretty pepper plant. 

How the Earth, pissed off and severely disappointed, is still 
willing to do her thing for us. 


Following last night's screaming, most of which was silent and 

beneath my skin, 

I pause with a feeling of grief at our shared losses as I recall the happier times when we were 
almost living. 
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after the nostalgia / Tohm Bakelas 


you say you can feel it break, feel the 

tear in the seam that was already frayed. 

that the night tastes different now that the 

rains have dried, now that the leaves have 
fallen. that somewhere between autumn 

and winter the fabric of youth split apart 

like it all meant nothing, like it was part of 
some senseless game. that the memories 

you associated with youth are dying, and that 
they can’t save you from the life you once knew. 


and that after the nostalgia, hope is a 

faint dream on a dark county road 

with no streetlights and no sign of life, 

but you hang on to it because you know 

that each season only lasts about three months, 
and that even in death there is beauty. 


and you recall something from your youth, 
something from those dying days, something 
you once sang to so many strange faces that 
had no hope and had no place to go, something 
you once sang to yourself when you had only 
yourself and no hope and no place to go. 


and so you sing it once again, just once more: 
skeletons protecting 
these half beaten hearts 


somewhere between shadows 
is light hiding in the dark 
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Newstory / Mike Zone 


Narc-baby and Turtleface 

Going on tour 

promoting a grandstanding infrastructure program 
when it’s all too late 

to preserve an antiquated system 

with out-of-date notions 

as the climate engulfs everything into flames 
flooding out crops 

freezing sprawling metropolitan death-camps 
faith based monetary systems will fall apart 
you won’t pay your mortgage off 

you'll watch your children starve 

reflecting on my perceived madness 

the sixth extinction 

being no joke 

you'll ask something 

Pu reply 


“Tm fine, I don’t know what your problem is.” 
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The Pottery Shard Graveyard / Lauren Scharhag 


Behind the art school there is a 

pottery shard graveyard 

where students consign unsuccessful ceramics 

pieces that broke in the kiln or sad first attempts 

or would-be masterpieces someone carelessly dropped 
there’s even a sign commemorating the spot 

accumulation of untold semesters and community courses 
fragments of vases that will never know flowers 

cups that will never know lips 

and bowls that will never hold soup or pinecones or seashells 
or some of those mass manufactured decorative ball things 
even figurative pieces that will never grace someone’s mantle 
a heap of jagged edges like 

the shattered dreams of artists made tangible 

some are even still mostly intact 

such patterns such glazes 

a testament of hands 

I wonder if someone comes periodically 

to cart all this off to the city dump 

it can take pottery up to a million years to biodegrade 

our imperfections outliving us by a geological age 

I want to gather up the pieces dust them off 

and turn them into something 

I don’t know what just something 

I want to whisper to this broken bouquet 

it’s all right, darlings, I wasn’t good enough either. 
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of dogs and shotguns / J.J. Campbell 


a cold rainy night 
in southern ohio 


lost in the woods 
running from demons 
or the odd sound here 
and there of dogs and 
shotguns 


never try to find refuge 
in a graveyard, ancient 
or modern 


the ghosts are never 
friendly and you never 
want to know what these 
fucks do to the dead 


hide under the bridge 
get dry 


watch for the discarded 
needles and snakes 


all the damn stories 
about snakes 


wet cigarettes 
and no lighter 


sometimes you reckon 
this wasn't the life 
you were supposed 

to have 


then reality punches 
you in the dick and 
lets you know exactly 
what you are going 

to get 
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The Catholic Paradox / Dennis Moriarty 


My father got half cut on the blood of Christ 
each Sunday morning, 

devoured his flesh with a ravenous growl. 

High on codeine 

and the lingering scent of the barmaids apron, 

he sat two rows back 

in a pew that god might have made especially 
for him, 

the Rosary entwined around his fingers he stroked 
each bead as if 

it were the face of the virgin mother herself. 
Stiff in the formality of worship, 

his face a twisted knot of contrition, he prayed 
like a sinner 

for whom redemption is a birth right. 

And when the service ended 

and the praying stopped, the priest shook his hand, 
smiled and thanked him for attending mass. 

And with a quick pious dip of his head my father 
returned the smile 

and walked away quickly, his pockets jangling 
with the contents of the collection plate! 
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Destruction of Self / Skaja Evens 


I thought about going out tonight and picking up a stranger. 
Not caring what he’d do to me. 
If Pd end up in an alley, broken or dead. 


I thought about getting more alcohol. 
I could do better than the 750 I drank last night. 
It’s a sort of fucked up interesting how the room spins. 


I thought about taking those pills. 

Maybe they’d boost my mood after two decades. 
They are anti-depressants, after all. 

I thought about finding that knife. 

Pd only have it nearby for a strange comfort. 


Who am I kidding? I’m craving the pain. 


Who cares about two thousand six hundred fifteen days? 
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Black Magic Intrusion / Lenore Collins 

Ice to skin, the sting of pain, the arousal of pleasures forsaken with the tides. 

I question, is the freak upon that stage or reflected in the audience that bears witness. 
Take me with wicked intentions just take me all the same. 

In death or entwined within secrets of whispers of the dead. 


Consume the flesh to starve the sanctity of the soul. 
Devour to blasphemy the murderous hierarchy. 


Father does it infuriate you to know the throne’s as meaningless as your archaic words. 
Deaf are the lambs that are ignorant of the inevitable slaughter. 


Stand outside the circle for it is far better to die at your own insanity. 
Than to ever be ruled by anything other than free choice as elements of earth and sky. 
Kiss me in the moment and forget me all the same. 


Extinguish this mortal’s candle’s flame. 
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sometimes i don’t have a face / Scott Ferry 


it’s my fault i'm not human and my insides 
ruin the architecture i am emerson’s 
eyeball not a being which 

chews and defecates 


don’t talk to me the sounds will refract 
into rosestems and roosterbeaks 

don’t ask me i am certainly 

dead 


the demands to be present and smiling 
are too much the act of speaking 

an army of lost whispers in a 

bag 


needless the body needless the tongue 
iam a raft of wheezes in a wet swarm 
ican’t shield myself any more 

iam a hill 


of plum sugar taken away by ants 
each regret a tiny head 

each silence a bleeding 

neck 
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Offering / Tanya Rakh 
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BRUCE LEE / Tim Suermondt 


He did his Kung Fu fighting 
long ago 


when Hong Kong was more village 
than metropolis, 


small buildings harbored along 
the shore, 


junks crammed together in a life 
of rice and fish, 


lights flickering at night like fireflies, 
twitching ancestors, 


“Be like water” and all the boys and girls 
tried their best. 


Even the colonial authorities applauded 
Lee and his afro- 


haired heroes who kept the island safe 
and admired, 


the mainlanders close enough to touch 
but so far away. 
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Iron Horse / Greg Clary 


I-95 south in a torrential rain, 
a fully leathered, helmetless, 
aviator goggled biker appears 
on a flat-black, 

stripped down Panhead, 
speeding full-bore in 

the far left passing lane, 

eyes straight ahead, 
impenetrable to the 

cold, wet, the misery. 

No radio, no cruise control, 

no windshield, no conversation. 
Focused, unflinching, resolute, 
Riding toward a direction, 


not a destination. 
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Ring / Keith Pearson 


My back aching from rowing this heavy wooden boat I see at the bottom of the clear pool a gold ring. 
As much as I try to reach fingers stretched my arm wet to the shoulder and the old boat close to tipping I 
cannot reach it and a sweep of an oar only stirs the soft bottom sand and I lose sight of my prize in the 
slow settling. With a sigh I turn slowly in the direction of the distant shore and consider whether it is 
better to be left to always wonder or merely to drown... 
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Death of the Old Painter / John Drudge 


He came up 

From the backcountry 
With dabbles of paint 
On the pallet 
Searching 

For one more moment 
Of glory 

In the city of light 
Looking to create 

A favoured reality 

For a new age 

And to do the things 
That are easier said 
Than done 

Setting his sights 

On something beyond 
Mortality 

And drifting down 
The river 

To the end of creation 
Dreaming of immeasurable 
Possibilities 

With every movement 
He could no longer 
Make 
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somewhere in a dream / Tohm Bakelas 


It is mid-October, another brisk 
morning. Outside smells of 
decaying leaves. December’s 
icy fingers tighten around your 
throat. Your breath dances in 
white porch light. Unseen cars 
are heard on distant highways. 
And you taste dying chimney 
smoke from neighbors’ homes. 


You remember your childhood 
years, reminiscing all the good 
times with friends you no longer 
see—raking leaves and jumping 

into giant piles, carving pumpkins, 
trick-or-treating, runny noses, horror 
movies, and school breaks. 


You dream of some place you 
can all be together that isn’t 
somewhere in a dream. 


But then your kids call your name. 


You’re thirty minutes late to work, 
and still standing on your porch. 
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Turn Out The Lights / John Patrick Robbins 


I've run full throttle for so long I really don't know how to do life as a quote, unquote normal person. 
I knew shit was going sideways the moment I got up to piss and was winded. 


I see things differently now; my friends seldom view me as anything more than the character that I can 
no longer be. 


I'm that hard-drinking nutcase, the throwback writer to an era that no longer does exist. 


To them, I'm immortal, and for me, that's a burden. I can no longer maintain a facade that's like an 
ill-fitting Halloween costume. 


To the women that share my bed and know me best, there is no delusion aside from that foolish hope I 
can love anyone beyond myself. 


They understand a partial truth as there is no insignificant encounter for every moment I am eternally 
grateful. 

But I am nothing more than scars and the madness of laughter's ever-constant middle finger extension 
towards death. 


Nobody views the child's logic, and the demon’s embrace to vices that have all but destroyed me. 


I know I'm checking out as I know most will assume my refusal to slow down as a death wish when in 
truth, it's a need to embrace every second until my inevitable last. 


I know darkness awaits me. I am ready even if those of you who consider me more than an acquaintance 
are not. 


It's never easy to fill a void, so let's just say I stepped out to chase another sunset and maybe yet another 
loose skirt. 


The coyote howls to exclaim I am here, as very much are you. 


Let us howl one time in the madness of the fire's illumination and the drunken bliss. 
I was an energy, and that energy shall never truly die. 


As for one very special soul, I will be waiting somewhere beyond time’s close. 


Farewell, my loves. 
And see you again, sweetheart. 


We will know eternity somewhere upon those winds. 


Skal 
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